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June  26  - 

At  last  after  years  of  dreaming  I  am  positively  bound  for  Europe. 

My  preparations  did  not,  as  I  supposed  they  would,  leave  me  worn  and  weak 
and  weary  and  yesterday  morning  the  seven  oclock  train  found  my  father, 
mother  and  I  bound  for  New  York.  It  was  a  hot  hot  ride  and  in  spite  of  the 
fact  that  I  seemed  to  be  dripping  into  absolute  nothingness  we  reached  New 
York  in  fairly  decent  condition.  At  "The  Breslin"  we  faced  such  inviting 
rooms  and  in  our  anxiety  to  find  out  if  any  other  member  of  the  "Dunning  Party" 
was  stopping  there  we  frequently  examined  the  register  and  afterwards  credited 
each  wierd  and  insane  looking  female  we  saw  with  being  someone  with  whom 
we  expected  to  spend  the  summer  weeks.  After  an  automobile  ride  to  Coney 
Island  and  a  bit  blase  we  looked  too,  we  returned  to  the  hotel  for  our  last 
sleep  in  a  human  American  bed.  It  was  a  good  "resty  sleep"  and  the  morning 
found  me  ready  for  its  joys.  Oh,  with  what  anticipation  we  tumbled  ourselves 
and  our  suit  cases  into  a  taxicab  and  flew  to  Pier  48  from  which  "The  Cretic" 

(  bless  her  !  )  was  to  sail.  Along  with  others  we  went  on  board  and  found 
ourselves  hustled  and  jostled  away  from  this  passageway  and  away  from  that 
in  order  that  the  narrow  ways  should  not  be  blocked.  After  finding  our  stateroom 
-  No.  20  -  in  which  by  the  way  we  certainly  did  wonder  how  we  could  spend  two 
weeks  and  which  looked  so  minute  as  compared  with  my  big  roomy  sleeping 
quarters  -  and  seeing  to  hand  baggage  we  gave  our  attention  to  people  generally 
and  to  finding  the  different  places  of  interest  on  board.  While  peeking  into  the 
stateroom  I  spied  a  great  pack  of  steamer  letters  which  I  am  going  to  list  on 
the  opposite  page  or  the  one  following.  The  next  excitement  was  seeing 
Miss  Ethel  Roosevelt  and  her  brother  who  were  crossing  on  this  boat. 

While  dashing  desperately  from  deck  to  deck  I  was  suddenly  perfectly 
amazed  to  see  Busky  -  my  dear  Busky  standing  with  peering  eyes.  It  was  good 
to  see  her  and  to  see  Van  who  bobbed  up  secretly  from  some  other  crowded  spot 
Before  I  could  collect  my  scattered  wits  there  was  Helen  Crouse  dashing  up  the* 

dSCk ,®n^C°mll?g  in  a  close  second  was  her  sister  Belle.  They  had  been  over  to 
see  Toddy  who  was  sailing  today  from  the  next  pier  on  the  "Arabic".  Our 
next  surprise  was  seeing  Dorothy  Theigs  Dederick  who  brought  around  Miss 
Mary  Bogardus  (  another  of  our  party  ) . 

How  good  it  did  seem  to  have  these  friends  here  with  their  well  wishes. 

Oh  now  good  are  kind  friends  !  ! ! !  Jeane  Crosson  Booth  had  written  that  she  would 
appear  about  11:30  but  finally  the  call  "All  visitors  Ashore"  and  no  Jeane.  Mama 
could  hardly  keep  back  a  tear  and  she  bravely  kissed  me  good  bye,  but  brave  dear 
Mama  that^she  is,  she  drove  away  the  tears  and  cheerily  said  her  farewell.  Papa 
kept  up  a  brave  face  but  his  clinging  hand  made  me  realize  that  it  means  a  lot  - 
a  great  big  lot,  to  leave  one's  people,  one's  home  and  one's  country  but  in  a 
minute  excitement  waxed  strong  again  and  we  took  our  places  on  an  upper  deck 
where  we  could  watch  our  waving  friends  on  shore.  Suddenly  Jane  appeared,  too 


